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Author's Notes: 
There is a companion piece coming, though they\'re not actual continuations. 


The summer nights were oppressive and humid or dry and airless, depending on venue and state. He didn't even 
know what state he was in anymore, not that it mattered. Someone would tell him, someone always knew. 
Usually it was best to ask Mark and avoid Matt at all costs. Matt would look at him like he was retarded and 
then answer with a sardonic and wholly patronizing smile. Matt would then tell anyone who would listen that 
Taking Back Sunday's Adam Lazzara was ‘maybe not. the smartest. Guy: in that fake-ass way he had of 


pretending to choose his words too carefully when he was saying something he thought was funny. 


So watch out for saying something dumb in front of Matt. But Adam's mind was a thousand miles away, stuck 
on the lyrics he'd mostly written in his sleep as he walked into the artists' tent and sat down next to Fred. 


"Hey, man. So uh, what state are we in? Phoenix, right?" 


Fred looked up from his laptop and stared at Adam, then exchanged a look with Matt. And Matt just looked like 


he was waiting for someone else he knew to walk in and witness the comedic gold now resting in his lap. "Ar-i- 


zo-na, Adam," Matt said slowly, over-enunciating. "The state is Arizona. Phoenix? Is a city.” 


"Right," Adam said, standing up with half a laugh. He didn't have anywhere he had to be, they didn't play until 
the evening, but he thought he might start crying if he had to sit there and listen to Matt tell everyone who 
walked in what Adam just said Of course he fucking knew that Phoenix wasn't a state. He had meant city but it 
didn't matter because Matt was there to tear him down. He strode from the tent, back toward the buses. 
Sometimes Adam's skin was thin like this and all he could really do was wait it out until things got easier to 


take. 


EROS 


"You new album's sound has been called extremely formulaic, almost predictable," the Phoenix Sun journalist 


said. "How do you counter that?" 


Adam shrugged. Truthfully, he hadn't heard anyone calling TBS formulaic or predictable, but he immediately 
took the criticism to heart. He was tired and out of sorts and he and Frank had been on the search for 
something to drink when this chick with a tape recorder just sort of appeared in front of them, shoving press 
credentials and false camaraderie in their faces. Frank was too polite to keep going and so Adam stopped too, 
not wanting to look like a dick Sometimes people thought he was a dick just because he walked with his chin up 
and didn't slouch. And now here he was, being publicly dissed because he was dumb enough to stop. And he 
didn't even have a comeback. "Aw man, that's kind of mean," he said with a laugh. Laugh if off, Adam. 


"You don't have anything to say to that?" She demanded. 


Adam felt Frank step closer to him, putting space between the chick's recorder and Adam's mouth. "Taking 
Back Sunday is probably the best fucking band on Warped this year," Frank said. "You can't be serious, calling 
them formulaic. They fucking invented the formula some of these assholes try to copy." Frank grabbed his 


wrist and pulled him away. 


When they were out of earshot, Adam mumbled, "Fuck," but was cut off by Frank with an angry wave of his 
hand. 


"That bitch just wanted a story. Don't freak out" 


It was embarrassing, though. He'd frozen, needed someone else to defend his band. He felt like a failure, like 
everything that girl had said and implied was true. They were imposters playing at being innovators. He said 
goodbye to Frank, headed to the food tent and grabbed another beer. On days like these, Adam drank. And on 
nights like these he sang like the end of the world was upon him. These times fostered the best shows, filled 
his sunshine-yellow spiral notebook with the words that would one day become lyrics when they were less 
raw, easier to deliver with a careless whatever and a shoulder-shrug in front of screaming kids. But that 


didn't mean a fucking thing today. 


